































































































































































はラルフを「彼は有閑階級なのです . . . . 悲惨な健康状態にあって、仕事
をする能力がないのです」（PL 83）と友人に紹介する。ラルフ自身もまた、
ニコラ・ランクレ（Nicolas Lancret, 1690-1743）の絵を見ながら「僕は最





















































What's the use of being your cousin if I can't have a few privileges? 
What's the use of adoring you without hope of a reward if I can't have a 
few compensations? What's the use of being ill and disabled and 
restricted to mere spectatorship at the game of life if I really can't see the 






























“Are you thinking of proposing to me?” 
“By no means. From the point of view I speak of that would be fatal; I 
should kill the goose that supplies me with the material of my inimitable 
omelettes. I use that animal as the symbol of my insane illusions. . . .” 
（PL 133） 
























Let him deal with the sickest of the sick, it is still by the act of living that 
they appeal to him,and appeal the more as the conditions plot against 
them and prescribe the battle. The process of life gives way fighting, and 
often may so shine out on the lost ground as in no other connexion. One 
had had moreover, as a various chronicler, one's secondary physical 
weaklings and failures, one's accessory invalids― introduced with a 
complacency that made light of criticism. To Ralph Touchett in “The 
Portrait of a Lady,” for instance, his deplorable state of health was not 
only no drawback; I had clearly been right in counting it, for any happy 
effect he should produce, a positive good mark, a direct aid to 






























































年前に見込みは消えてしまった」（PL 45）とあるので、この時既に 5 年以
上が経過している。イザベルがラルフの住むガーデンコートにやって来る






















































磨かれた父の象牙のような精神の表面であった . . . ラルフは父が
推測さえしない考えで頭が一杯であったが、[アメリカにもイギリス
にも染まらない]父の独創性に高い敬意を払っていた。」（PL 44） 
Daniel Touchett, to his perception, was a man of genius, and though he 
himself had no aptitude for the banking mystery he made a point of 
learning enough of it to measure the great figure his father had played. It 
was not this, however, he mainly relished; it was the fine ivory surface, 
polished as by the English air, that the old man had opposed to 
possibilities of penetration. . . . Ralph, whose head was full of ideas which 



















































“I see,” said Ralph. “She[Lydia] has adopted you.” 
“Adopted me?” The girl stared, and her blush came back to her, 
together with a momentary look of pain which gave her interlocutor some 
alarm. . . . “Oh, no; she has not adopted me. I'm not a candidate for 
adoption.” 
“I beg a thousand pardons,” Ralph murmured. “I meant―I meant―” He 
hardly knew what he meant. （PL 30） 
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うに傷つきました！」 
“Come down, you say?” 
“Well, that renders my sense of what has happened to you. You seemed 
to me to be soaring far up in the blue―to be sailing in the bright light, 
over the heads of men. Suddenly someone tosses up a faded rosebud―a 
missile that should never have reached you―and straight you drop to the 
ground. It hurts me,” said Ralph audaciously, “hurts me as if I had fallen 
myself!”（PL 291） 


























She looked at him a little; she had taken her candle and placed her foot 
on the oaken stair. “Well,” she said, “that's what I came to Europe for, 
to be as happy as possible. Good-night.” 
“Good-night! I wish you all success, and shall be very glad to contribute 
to it!” 
She turned away, and he watched her as she slowly ascended. Then, with 
his hands always in his pockets, he went back to the empty drawing-room. 
（PL 52） 












“Do you think I'm in trouble?” 
“One's in trouble when one's in error.” 
“Very well,” said Isabel; “I shall never complain of my trouble to you!” 
And she moved up the staircase. 
Ralph, standing there with his hands in his pockets, followed her with his 
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eyes; then the lurking chill of the high-walled court struck him and made 
him shiver, so that he returned to the garden to breakfast on the 
Florentine sunshine. （PL 294） 







































Ralph shook his head sadly. “I might show it[the ghost] to you, but you'd 
never see it. 
The privilege isn't given to everyone; it's not enviable. It has never been 
seen by a young, happy, innocent person like you. You must have 
suffered first, have suffered greatly, have gained some miserable 
knowledge. In that way your eyes are opened to it. I saw it long ago,” said 
Ralph. （PL 52） 
























She believed he was dying at last and that she should never see him again, 
and this gave her a tenderness for him that she had never known before. 
Nothing was a pleasure to her now; how could anything be a pleasure to a 
woman who knew that she had thrown away her life? 
There was an everlasting weight on her heart―there was a livid light on 
everything. But Ralph's little visit was a lamp in the darkness; for the 
hour that she sat with him her ache for herself became somehow her ache 
for him. She felt to-day as if he had been her brother. She had never had 
a brother, but if she had and she were in trouble and he were dying, he 
would be dear to her as Ralph was. （PL 363） 













































 “Do you know what his interest will make him say?” he asked as he took 
her hand. She shook her head, rather dryly―not discouragingly―and he 
went on. “It will make him say that your want of zeal is owing to 
jealousy.” He stopped a moment; her face made him afraid. 
“To jealousy?” 
“To jealousy of his daughter.” 
She blushed red and threw back her head. “You're not kind,” she said in 
a voice that he had never heard on her lips. （PL 390） 

























“Your father would like you to make a better marriage,” said Isabel. “Mr. 
Rosier's fortune is not at all large.” 
“How do you mean better―if that would be good enough? And I have 
myself so little money; why should I look for a fortune?” 
“Your having so little is a reason for looking for more.” With which 
Isabel was grateful for the dimness of the room; she felt as if her face were 
hideously insincere. It was what she was doing for Osmond; it was what 
one had to do for Osmond! Pansy's solemn eyes, fixed on her own, almost 
embarrassed her; she was ashamed to think she had made so light of the 
girl's preference. (PL 393) 
      
ラルフの前では平気で身につけていたその仮面も、娘を前にイザベルは
｢醜悪なほど不誠実」と嫌悪する。その顔を恥じてしまった彼女は、「パパ




















































“Isabel,” he went on suddenly, “I wish it were over for you.” She 
answered nothing; she had burst into her sobs; she remained so, with her 
buried face. He lay silent, listening her sobs; at last he gave a long groan. 
“Ah, what is it you had done for me?” 
“What is it you did for me?” she cried, her now extreme agitation half 
smothered by her attitude. She has lost all her shame, all wish to hide 
things. Now he must know; she wished him to know, for it brought them 






















“Not for you―no. There's nothing makes us feel so much alive as to see 
others die. That's the sensation of life―the sense that we remain. I've 
had it―even I. But now I'm of no use but to give it to others. With me 
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注 
 1ジェイムズの小説、評論の題は以下のように略記する。 
     “The Art of Fiction.”  AF 
     The Art of the Novel.  AN 
     The Portrait of a Lady  PL 
 2「疎外」は『精神疾患とパーソナリティ』の中の用語から。本論文
の基本的な展開、着想はフーコーより得ている。 
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